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Glubb had told me to report to him in Amman by
10 a.m. on January I4th if I wanted to fly with him to
Akaba.

" Colonel Morgan told me his staff car would call for
me at the Orient Palace Hotel in Damascus soon after
five in the morning to take me to Amman, a journey of
four hours. Walters, his driver, was punctual, and we
left Damascus along the road to the Hauran. By the
light of a faint red glow to the East we could see, glitter-
ing in the distance, the snowcapped peak of Mount
Hermon. Soon the Eastern plains were bathed in
orange, while to the South in front of us, the sky was
dappled white and crimson.

A few miles beyond the grim black stone cottages of
Deraa, we crossed the frontier into Transjordan. The
Arab Legion guard directed us to the Customs House on
a little hilL There was no sign of the inspector, so we
found his house and tapped on the window. He opened
the door in his sleeping robe.

"Good morning," we said. "We are travelling
from Damascus to Amman and have come to be passed
by your Customs/'

He shook our hands warmly.

" Allah be with you ! " he said, and closed the door.

At ten o'clock I reported to Headquarters at Amman
and drove to the Philadelphia Hotel, where I break-
fasted with Walters. We were both ravenously hungry,
and ate three eggs, and four rashers of bacon each,